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the guests seemed to think they could not do a greater kindness
to the children, than by giving them as much sweet wine as they
chose to have. For the company themselves had not by any means
neglected a stock of savoury flasks, presented by the two amateurs,
which had arrived that evening in baskets. The children tripped
about, and sang; Mignon, in particular, was frolicsome beyond all
wont. She beat the tambourine with the greatest liveliness and
grace: now, with her finger pressed against the parchment, she
hummed across it swiftly to and fro; now rattled on it with her
knuckles, now with the back of her hand; nay sometimes, with
alternating rhythm, she struck it first against her knee and then
against her head; and anon twirling it in her hand, she made the
shells jingle by themselves; and thus, from the simplest instru-
ment, elicited a great variety of tones. After she and Felix had
long rioted about, they sat down upon an elbow-chair which was
standing empty at the table, exactly opposite to Wilhelm.
" Keep out of the chair!" cried Serlo : " it is waiting for the
Ghost, I think; and when he comes, it will be worse for you."
" I do not fear him," answered Mignon : " if he come, we can
rise. He is my uncle, and will not harm me." To those who did
not know that her reputed father had been named the Great Devil,
this speech was unintelligible.
* The party looked at one another; they were more and more
confirmed in their suspicion that the Manager was in the secret
of the Ghost. They talked and tippled, and the girls from time
to time cast timid glances towards the door.
The children, who, sitting in the great chair, looked from over
the table but like puppets in their box, did actually at length start
a little drama in the style of Punch. The screeching tone of these
people Mignon imitated very well; and Felix and she began to
knock their heads together, and against the edges of the table, in
such a way as only wooden puppets could endure. Mignon, in
particular, grew frantic with gaiety; the company, much as they
had laughed at her at first, were in fine obliged to curb her. But
persuasion was of small avail; for she now sprang up, and raved
and shook her tambourine, and capered round the table. With
her hair flying out behind her, with her head thrown back, and her
limbs as it were cast into the air, she seemed like one of those
antique Maenads, whose wild and all but impossible positions still,
on classic monuments, often strike us with amazement.
Incited by the talents and the uproar of the children, each
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